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TheBiflerieof 

And comes not in; ouer-ruldc by Prophecies; 

I fcare the power oi Percy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King, 
iS’»>'^,Why,my good Lord, you need not fearc. 

There is Dovfglas, and Lord JHartimer, 

Arch. No,vW<7r//>»(f;" is not there. 

S>> M. But there is Merdake,fernoft,L,Elarry Percy, 

And there is my Lord ofW?r«/fr,and a head 
Ofgallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

nArch. AndTo there is, but yet theKinghath drawnc 
The fpeciali head ofall the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord lohn ofLancafter, 

The nohlt Wejlmer land, and warlike Blunt 
And many rao Coriuales, and dcare men 
Qleftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord,he fiialbe well oppos’d, 
Arch, I hope no Icirej yet, need full t’is to feare. 

And to preuent the worft. Sir Mkhell, fpeed : 

For if Lord Percy thxiviQ not ere the King 
Diftnilfe his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard ofourconfederaciej 
And t’is but wifedome to make ftrong againft him ; 
Therefore make hafte, I raufl: goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, .Jjr Mi^eU, Exemti 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancafer, Eofii 
efWefimeriand, fir Walter Blunt, andpalfialffe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 

Aboue yon buskie hill, the day lookes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prince, The Southerne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whiuling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and ahluftering day. 

King. Then with the lofersletitfimpathize. 

For nothing canfeeme foole to tbofe that winne, 
TheTruntpetJounds* Enter Wercefier. 

King, How now my Lord of Wercefier? t’is not well;! 
ou and J ftiould meet vpon fuch tcarraes, 



Henry the Fourth. 

As now we roeete. You haue dcceiudc our truft. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace^ 

To crufli our old vneafieliras in vngentl^cclc t 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well; 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit . 

This churliih knot ofall abhorred warre ? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and natutall light, 
i And be no morean exhal’d Meteor, ,, 

* A prodigieoffeare.andaportcnt 

Ofbroched raifehiefe to the vnborne times / 

Hearemec, my Liege: 

i For mine ownc part, I could be well content 
i To entertaine the lag-end of my life 
I With quiet houres: Fori proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day ofthis diflikct 
King. You haue not fought it ; how comes it thenj 
TelJ. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it, 
prince. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wer, It pleafdcyour Maiefty to turne your lookes 
Of fauour, from my felfe, and all our Houfe j 
And yet J mull remember you my Lord: 

Weweretheflrft anddeareft ofyour friends, 

For you, my Staffe of office did I breake, 
lnRiehardst\vaz,3iV\d polled day and night, 

Tomeeteyou on the way,and kilfeyour hand, 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothingfo ftrong and fortunate as 1 5 
It was my felfe, my Brothcr,and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. Youfworctovs, 

And you did fweare that Oath at 
Thatyou did nothing of purpofe gainft the ftate, 

Mot claim; no further, then your new falne right, 

The fcate of Gant, Dukedome of Lancafier, 

Tothis, wcfweare our ayde : but in Ihortfpace 
Itraind downe Fortune Ihowring on your head, 
fuch a floud ofGrcatncirc fell on you. 

What 


As 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Henry IV. Part 1 (STC 222 Ss) LONDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.2l) OctaVO 



